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VIOLA

Damn! As soon as I rounded the corner I saw Nick waiting for me at the information desk. I knew by the look on his angry face that he was going to cause a scene, and my heart fell. This was my place of employment, and while everyone knew about my situation with him, understanding and sympathy only went so far. Apparently, my messages to lose my number and leave me alone hadn't gone over too well.

If he hadn't already seen me, I would have turned around and run the other way. Now I had no choice but to face him and hope that he would listen to reason. I made eye-contact with Lissa, my best friend, hoping to convey to her that it was okay to call security if things got heated and out of control. I took a deep breath as I came up to Nick, offering him a friendly smile.

"Nick." I took him by the arm and pulled him away from the desk. "Why are you here?" I kept my voice low, hoping that he would do the same.

A mixture of disbelief and anger did not look good on him. "You God damned well know why I'm here." 

Oh, God, this was not going to go well. His irritation with me came through loud and clear.

Unfortunately, I did know why he was there, but I didn’t feel like going over it with him again. I decided to address the more important issue. "You can't just show up at my work like this. I—"

"Then maybe you should stop ignoring me," he snapped, drawing the attention of the couple who had just walked through the door from the outside.

I’d been ignoring him because we had broken up, and it hadn't been the kind of break up where you remained friends, but he couldn't seem to accept that. Nick’s controlling and materialistic ways had not been a good match to my easy-going and eclectic idiosyncrasies. By the time the third month of our relationship had rolled around and he had continued to complain about my bohemian-style way of dressing, I had known it was a no-go. He’d almost had a fatal heart attack when I’d invited him to my apartment for the first time in our relationship. I liked color, I embraced different, and odd was my middle name.

He and BS did not get along. That should have been my first clue.

I cast a glance at my co-workers, noticing the worried glances being shot my way. Thank God, Nurse Hussy was in her office or I would really have been worried. She had strict orders that we were not to have any personal calls or visits unless it was an emergency. Of course, that same rule didn't apply to her cranky old ass.

"I'm going to take my break now." I directed my comment to Darlene, who was in charge when Nurse Hussy wasn't around.

"Go ahead," she said quickly. "But somewhere else." 

She didn't want to see me get into trouble. We had all been at the wrong end of Nurse Hussy's wrath. The woman was a strictly by the book, sixty-year-old virgin who lived alone and was miserable ninety-percent of the time. She thrived on putting us in our places, and even the most minor offense got us written up. What made it worse was that she took pleasure in humiliating us in public. Complaints to HR had gone nowhere, and we all assumed that it was because she had been at the facility for forty years and knew the ins and outs. That made her boss's job easier.

I directed Nick toward the entrance doors, deciding that if we were going to get into a screaming match, outside was the best place to be. Right outside the doors there were cement benches, but I hesitated from stopping there. It wouldn't give us much privacy. Further away, there were some tables and chairs beneath the trees for employees who wanted to take their breaks outside, so I headed in that direction.

With every step I took I thought about the best way to handle Nick. I didn't like him, and there was no chemistry between us—not the kind that mattered anyway—which was one of the reasons that I'd found excuses not to have sex again after the third disappointing time. I had to be attracted to a guy to move forward in a relationship, and I’d realized that I was not going to click with Nick, I had broken it off. It wouldn't have been fair to string him along just to get a few free meals and a movie or two out of him. That would have been taking a page right out of Lissa's book. 

We sat down opposite each other, and when Nick reached for my hand, I drew it back and put it in my lap. His mouth drew tight at the rejection, and the hard glare in his eyes warned me that things were about to turn ugly.

"You're a fucking tease," he started in right away in a nasty tone that I’d never heard from him before. "You barely gave me a goddamned chance."

My eyes widened with shock, because he had never used that kind of language with me before. Being honest was the only way I knew to be. "There's no, um, chemistry between us, Nick.” His kisses hadn’t produced so much as a tiny spark in me. “Would you have rather that I had led you on? Continue to go out with you when I knew that it wasn't going to lead anywhere?"

Apparently honestly pissed him off. " I wined and dined you, and all I got were a few kisses, and even less fucks! You keep your legs closed as if your pussy is gold!”

"Wow. Your true colors are really shining through." I was suddenly thankful that we were in a public place. I sat back, almost afraid that he was going to jump across the table. It looked as if he were about to explode. "What happened to Mr. Cool, Calm, and Collected?" I smiled, hoping that it would diffuse his unreasonable anger. 

He had always seemed to enjoy my sense of humor before, or had it just been an act to get me to let down my guard? 

Why hadn't I noticed before now how immature Nick was? Maybe because he'd always dressed so nicely and had acted like a gentleman. He was the good boy my mom had always pushed me towards, telling me and my sister that a good boy was the kind of man we should settle down with, because they were reliable and would take care of us. What had my mother known? Our own father, the good pastor at our church, had run off with his secretary when Jordan was nine and I was thirteen. 

And quite frankly, after years of dating, the good boy was not working out for me.

I released a deep sigh. "Nick, I'm sorry it didn't work out for us." I had to give him something, right? "But if you show up here at my work again, I'll be forced to file a protective order against you." I didn't add that that would probably jeopardize his job at the bank. 

The look of alarm that spread across his face revealed that I didn’t have to—he was already thinking the same thing. 

"I don't want to," I was quick to add. Because I really didn't. I didn't like to get people into trouble.

He jumped to his feet, stuttering and clearly getting worked up. I expected to see him puff up and turn purple like the little girl in Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory at any second. "You bitch!" He reached across the table and managed to snatch my arm. Before I knew it, he'd hauled me halfway across the table and was right in my face. "Go ahead and do that, and see what happens," he snarled threateningly. 

"Nick—" I looked around nervously to see if anyone was around to see what was going on. "Are you insane?" I tried to jerk my arm free. This was too much! 

"You're the insane one if you think you can threaten me!" he whisper-yelled in my face. "And to think I was willing to make you The One!" he continued.

The one? What the hell?! It was all I could do to hold back a laugh at his ridiculous remark. The man was delusional and was clearly overreacting to the whole situation.

"We had a few dates," I reminded him calmly, unwilling to feed into his anger. I wondered if he was on something that was causing him to act this way. I looked into his eyes, but his pupils didn't appear enlarged. "I'm sorry if you got the wrong impression—" He gave my arm a painful squeeze. "Ouch! Damn, Nick. I suggest you let me go before security sees you and comes out." I knew that would get across to him. I'd learned on our first date how intimidated he was by law enforcement when he had accidentally parked in a no parking zone and been approached by a police officer.

He uncurled his hand and I quickly pulled back, wondering how I was going to get rid of him with the least amount of drama. It was clear that Nick had read a lot more into our short time together than I had. Thinking back, our dinners and walks around the park had been nice, but nothing more. The conversation between us hadn't been all that interesting or stimulating, the sex less so. 

Maybe if I had paid more attention, I would have seen the signs. Maybe it had been wrong of me to break it off with him by text, but I honestly hadn't seen anything wrong with it. It wasn't as if we'd had a long, intimate relationship. Later that night, when I wrote in my journal, I'd add a note to myself to never break up over the phone again. 

Now, staring across at Nick and watching the different expressions flash across his handsome face, I realized that our dozen or so dates, few kisses and intimacies had meant more to him than they had to me. They had given him hope that we would become more. While I had a hard time believing that he was taking my rejection so hard, I knew that I had to handle him with kid gloves.

I smiled. He really was a handsome man, in an average kind of way. Average height. Average built. Clean cut and clean shaven. Safe and boringly predictable. He was above average in smarts. It was just that nothing about him did it for me. Still, I kept the smile on my face, hoping he would dial down the verbal show of disappointment.

I didn't have time to deal with him now. Should I placate him to get rid of him, I asked myself. 

"Look, Nick, I, um, have to get back to work. Can we maybe meet up later and discuss this?"

There was a slight pause as he considered it, and I knew by the conniving gleam in his eye what he was going to say before the words were out of his mouth. "Over dinner?"

Oh, God. He was really turning into a pain in my ass. "Sure." What could it hurt? A proper breakup in public. I would just make sure that it was someplace busy, or better yet, ask Lissa to go as my wingman. "I gotta go." I didn't give him a chance to pin me down on a date. 

Ignoring the creepy smile that he flashed me, I rushed back inside to finish my shift.
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BULL

I was just about to get off my bike when I received a short text from Cappy. 

church 

Short and to the point, as usual. when?

10

Fuck, my VP annoyed me. 10 min 10 o'clock 10 hours?

10 o'clock

I shook my head and slid my phone back into my pocket, wondering what was up. Shit had been quiet at the clubhouse lately, and I liked it that way. More time to party and get things done that didn't involve the club, like remodeling the house I had bought, and visiting my Uncle Tom. Which reminded me that if church was in half an hour it didn't leave me much time to spend with him. 

I thought about leaving and coming back later when I wasn't rushed for time. I sat back on my bike for a minute in the parking lot of Morning Glory. It was that time of the morning that Uncle Tom would most likely be taking his morning nap. I had planned on just sitting and waiting for him to wake up, knowing that he never slept for very long.

As I went to start my bike, loud voices drew my gaze to the left, where a cluster of small tables and benches had been set up beneath the trees. I hesitated as my eyes landed on the man and woman sitting at one of the tables. Something in the way the man moved, his gestures animated and angry, held my interest. It was clear that the woman was trying to calm him down, looking around nervously as if she were afraid of being seen.

She was pretty, and something about her seemed familiar to me. I couldn't see her eye color from here, but I could see the soft features of her face. Small button nose, full lips, big rounded eyes and cheekbones dotted with heated color. Her hair was piled on top of her head in one of those messy buns. Strands of the silky honey that weren't blowing in the gentle breeze fell against her neck. Her complexion was pale, as if she didn't spend a lot of time outdoors. I wondered if she had freckles. 

Her attire revealed that she worked at Morning Glory and caused a grin to spread across my lips. Bright purple pants and a white top covered in little purple flowers. Despite the fact that the shirt was a couple of sizes too large for her, I could make out that she had nice tits. Not huge, but big enough to hold my interest. The woman definitely had curves, and my hands suddenly itched to get a hold of them.

She was my type. I liked my women a little meatier than the club bitches that worked at the clubhouse, and this little flower had the kind of hips I could hold on to. As I was admiring her shape, I caught enough of the heated conversation to know that they had been a couple, and the asshole was having a hard time letting her go. Ex's were always a royal pain in the ass. I'd had one once, and it had taken me a good year to get rid of her. 

Never going to happen again. I liked women, but I'd decided they were only good for partying with and fucking, not relationships. I liked my freedom. I liked variety in my bed, and my “fuck them once, and send them on their way” policy had worked out for me so far. I never called them back. The only ones I went back to for seconds were with the clubhouse girls because they were convenient and knew the score. 

The arguing couple were standing now, and the man had grabbed the woman by the arm, pulling her halfway over the table. I started to get off my bike when she said something and pulled her arm away. There was nothing at all threatening about her, she was a tiny little thing, yet I got the impression that she could be a firecracker when pushed to it. The asshole backed off and I sank back down onto my seat. 

I waited in case it turned physical and I had to intervene. I had seen enough women hurt and abused to last me a fucking lifetime. Most of them had been in the club life. Not all MCs treated their women with respect and care, but Desert Rebels had always looked out for the weaker sex. Hell, we'd even rescued a few women and girls from the flesh trade once we'd caught wind that the Knights were involved in it.

It had been just one of the many reasons we had gone after the club. Most of the club had now been disbanded, but we were still on the lookout for one key member—Radar. He was the last of the blood brothers who had run the outlaw MC. They had wanted to take over Nevada and had managed to do a lot of damage to some of the MCs they’d wanted to run off. Our MC had doubled up with the Vegas Watchdogs and had gone at them hard and without mercy. 

The woman turned and walked toward the entrance of the building. I followed her with my eyes, taking in the bounce of her tits and ass with every brisk step. There was just something about her that tried to jog a memory. I'd seen her from somewhere, that had to be it. As she disappeared into the facility, I looked back at the asshole who'd been harassing her. He was watching her, too, and I didn't like the look in his eyes. A wolf in sheep's clothing is what he was. I hoped she stayed away from him.

When he finally turned and walked to a small sportscar I started my bike and tore out of the parking lot. The clubhouse was only fifteen minutes away. Relocating here to Vegas had been a good move for me. Uncle Tom liked Morning Glory better than the last facility he’d lived at. It was more expensive, but worth it, and because it was close to the clubhouse and my house, I couldn't beat the location. I tried to visit him at least three times a week because I knew that since his heart attack, he was going downhill fast. 

He was seventy-seven, and I was going to make certain that he was taken care of ‘til the end. He had been there for me after my dad had died. He'd become the father figure a twelve-year-old boy had needed and had helped my mom raise me. Right before cancer had taken her life, she had made me promise to take care of him. I would have anyway; I loved the old man. I knew that once he was gone, I wouldn't have any family left except for the club.

They would see me through.

I could see Morgan manning the gate to the clubhouse as I turned my bike off the road and headed toward it. I continued on through, debating whether or not to park out front since I was going to head out again later. I recognized LD’s Harley out there but decided to pull around the back where we parked the bikes. We usually parked out of sight so that if a rival MC rode by, they wouldn't know how many members were at the clubhouse. 

We didn't want our bikes crippled by gunfire.

As soon as I walked through the back door I was accosted by Bambi, a new club girl who'd been with us for about a month. Right now she was a favorite among my brothers, and to say she liked sex would be an understatement. The woman was insatiable, but to me it came across as desperation, and while I liked easy pussy, aggressive bitches turned me off. Before I could give her the slip, she jumped in front of me.

"Hi, baby."

I couldn't help it, my gaze dropped down to the tits on display. I was a man, after all. Only her nipples were covered by a tiny triangle of red cloth, the same bright, slutty color as her lips and nails. Her face was made up like a Las Vegas showgirl. Her makeup too much and too thick, including the extra-long eye lashes that framed her blue eyes. 

Her hands flattened against my chest as she gazed up at me with an invitation in her eyes. "I've been looking for you."

"Yeah? Was I lost?" I smirked. I wrapped my hands around her thin wrists and pulled her hands away from me. "Got church." She didn't take the hint by stepping away, so I gently moved her off to the side. "Maybe later."

"I'll be around," she said as I walked away.

I knew she would be. "I'll look for you," I lied. As I walked towards the room where church was held, I caught Jade’s eye and gave her a wink. She was more likely to be the one who would ride my dick later. Jade had joined us six months ago. A pretty little Asian girl, with alabaster skin and midnight hair down to her sweet little ass. Her figure was more on the boyish side, no tits or curves whatsoever, but she had amazing talents with her hands and mouth.

The other club girls were nowhere in sight.

I opened the door to church and walked into the room. LD was at the head of the table. Cappy, our VP, sat to the left of him. As enforcer I would be at the right. The other officers included TJ, who oversaw security; Blade, our secretary; and our road captain, Yogie. LD didn't include any soldiers at our meetings. He liked a small room, liked to keep club business to the officers. It made it easier to keep shit from getting out that way.

"How's Uncle Tom?" LD asked just as I plopped down into a chair.

"Never got to see him." I pressed my lips with disappointment. "Someone called church."

He smirked. "Club business always comes first," he grumbled. "You'll have time to go back later."

I gave him a chin lift. For some reason, my mind drifted to the hot nurse I'd seen outside of Morning Glory. How come I had never run into her before? I had been visiting my uncle there for over a year. Maybe she was new.

"I called church because Radar has been spotted down on the strip."

Fuck. I leaned back in my chair with a snort. "After all this time?" The man was like a bad penny. "Shit."

LD nodded. "Agree, Brother. Got the call from Pooch." He was just one of many eyes we had working for us to be on the lookout. "I let Demon know. If Radar stays in this area, he wants us to handle it. Also gave Trip a heads up." 

Trip was the president of the Vegas Watchdogs.

"Makes sense, he's only one bastard," Cappy said. "Enough time has gone by, and Radar hasn't made any moves." The older man shrugged. "Was he wearing his cut?"

"Pooch said no colors. Said he was coming out of a store when he saw Radar on his hog at a stop light. Said he almost didn't recognize him. Shaved his head and was clean shaven."

"I'm surprised he's still around since his mother up and left."

TJ wasn't saying anything the rest of us weren't already thinking. 

"I'll take a ride down the strip, see what I can find out." Looked like I wouldn’t be seeing Uncle Tom after all. 

"Take some brothers with you," LD ordered. He pinned his eyes on Blade. "Hack into surveillance cameras along the strip. Might get lucky." Blade handled anything to do with paperwork, background checks, and research.

I hoped we all got lucky. 

Radar needed to die.
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VIOLA

I gave Lissa a long look, envying her ability to look so chic and put together in a body-hugging red dress and stilettos, her black hair as smooth as silk against her shoulders and her professional makeup job giving her a sexy, sultry look. She looked nothing like the toned-down girl I worked with every day. In fact, if I hadn’t known it was her, I wouldn’t have recognized her.

Compared to her I looked like a frump in my ankle-length full skirt in red, a beaded belt around my waist, and a gauzy white blouse with big sleeves and colorful buttons down the front. Not a stiletto kind of girl, I wore black flats because they were comfortable. I didn't wear makeup, and my dirty blonde hair was in a thick side braid hanging over my left breast. 

Lissa gave me a smirk and pushed her way past me into my apartment. "Tell me you're not going to the club dressed like a gypsy," she said in exasperation. 

“It’s bohemian.”

“You look like a gypsy.”

I shrugged. “Maybe I don’t have a particular style.”

"Can't you just once dress like you're going clubbing and not to the flea market?"

I laughed. "I like to be comfortable." We'd had this same conversation a hundred times. "Besides, if I dressed like you, I wouldn't have any fun, I'd be too worried about sucking everything in."

She rolled her eyes and scoffed, "You're the size of a fairy! What are you, a size four?"

Lissa was right, I was small. She was a graceful five-foot-eight, while I barely topped five feet. "I'm a size six," I corrected her, as if that made a world of difference. "And it's not because I have curves." Which I did. "If I wore form-fitting slutty dresses like you I'd feel self-conscious. I'm not used to putting all this—" I ran my hand over my baggy clothes, indicating the body beneath, "—on display."

She burst out with a laugh. "Maybe if you did, you'd get laid more often."

Now I rolled my eyes. "This is one of the reasons Nick and I didn't make it. He didn't appreciate my Bohemian style and remarkable décor choices." I waved my arm around the room we were standing in.

Lissa glanced around. It wasn't the first time she had been inside my apartment. “As if he ever made it inside your apartment!” she laughed.

“He did! He even made it to my bedroom!”

Her eyes nearly bugged out of her head. “And you didn’t tell me? I thought we told each other everything.”

“That’s another reason we didn’t make it.”

Lissa laughed.

We were the opposites in every way. She was organized and put together, color-coordinated and classy. Her place was decorated like a home you would see in a magazine, while my room exploded with disarray and color. It wasn't dirty, but it was cluttered and messy, because I was a firm believer that there were more important things in life then wasting time and energy making sure that everything was neat and orderly. 

"I'm not trying to change you," Lissa said as she shook her head. "Just give you, um, different alternatives to try. I don't always go out dressed like this. Sometimes I dress down, for comfort. But you, sweet V, always dress in a particular style that screams carefree and wild and attracts attention. Just not the right kind."

I wondered what she meant by “not the right kind.” I released a heavy sigh. "I'm unique."

"People think you're peculiar."

Well," I shrugged, smiling. "Peculiar is unique."

Another eye roll. "Jordan is nothing like you," Lissa said with regard to my younger sister. "One of you must have been adopted."

Like me, my sister was a nurse who worked at Shands Hospital in Florida. Jordan was quiet and shy, and sadly a little distrusting of everyone until she got to know them. I knew that her caution was the result of what had happened to us a few years before, when we had been abducted by a motorcycle club. That incident had scared her. It had me, too, but I had bounced back after a week or two. Life was too short to be worried that something bad could happen at any time, and it wasn't as if anything bad had happened to us anyway. Another club had come along and rescued us, and eventually they had made sure that we’d made it home safely.

"Are we going or not?" I finally broke down and asked, impatient to be off. I'd waited all week to go out and have fun, to let my hair down, drink a little, and dance a lot. Lissa was fun to hang out with; we were besties.

"Come on, there's a new place I want to check out." She took me by the arm and we walked toward the door. "Let's go find you a new man. One that doesn’t look and act like a freakin' Ken doll."

I raised my brows. "Why do I need a new man?" 

"Because you don't sleep around," she laughed. 

That was true. 

Lissa had a habit of hooking up when we went out. Rarely did she end up with the same man twice. I couldn't do it. I liked to meet new people, liked to have fun, maybe accept a drink or two from a stranger, but I made it clear that it wasn't a free ticket to my bed. If a guy wanted a one-nightstand, they were barking up the wrong tree with me. I didn't judge Lissa for liking sex with strangers, but I did worry about her. One night she was going to go home with the wrong man.

At least we had a system in place. Before she left with someone, she would text me a picture, the guy’s address, and his phone number. Sometimes they only went as far as the parking lot.

Ten short minutes later we were at the new place she wanted to check out, Grinders, and I realized that what she’d meant 'by new' was a place that we had never been to before. By the look of Grinders, it had been open for a long time. It had that established look, and it wasn't a club. It was a bar. Big difference in my book. The parking lot was jam packed with bikes and trucks, which revealed what kind of clientele was inside. 

I parked my car, turned it off, and pinned disbelieving eyes on Lissa. "Really?"

Her crushed expression said it all. Apparently she hadn't been expecting this either. "You want to go somewhere else?"

I looked back at the building. It was old, and in spite of the lighting that surrounded it, dark. The door opened as someone came outside, and I got a quick look at what was going on inside. The lighting was not much better, but I did make out a room full of occupied tables and servers meandering about. As the door closed, it blocked out the music that was thundering from inside.

I exhaled loudly. "We're here now and it's already ten o'clock. Let's at least check it out." Never judge a book by its cover, I thought to myself.

We opened our doors at the same time and exited my car. The heavy aroma of weed and cigarette smoke hit us at the same time, and I noticed that there was a group of people standing off to the side. They were clustered in a tight circle, and every once in a while when someone took a drag off whatever it was they were smoking, the glowing tip made me think of lightning bugs. 

I smiled as that reminder brought forth a cherished memory of when Jordan and I had been kids staying at our grandparents’ farm. We had spent many nights outside chasing lightning bugs and filling mason jars with them.

Someone let out a wolf whistle, which we both ignored. "Why did you think this was a club?" I asked Lissa as we walked up to the door.

"A friend recommended it." There was disgust in her tone. "Now I think he was playing a trick on me. I don't mind bars, but this one looks like it caters to the rougher crowd."

I giggled. "Well, one thing is for sure, you're going to make an impression. I doubt anyone else in here looks like you." I opened the door and we went inside.

I was right. Several eyes turned our way and stayed on us. I didn't pay much attention to them because I knew they were all focused on Lissa. I took in our surroundings while Guns 'N' Roses blasted through the speakers. Naked girls were dancing on platforms and grinding on stripper poles. Every stool at the bar against the wall was full, and there were two bartenders hustling behind the counter. Several patrons there turned to gawk at us, too.

"It looks harmless enough," Lissa said.

"I see a booth over there," I indicated with a nod, and began to pull her behind me. Of course, it was sectioned off in the corner, and I was surprised that it wasn't already occupied. Just as we were about to scoot in, one of the servers came over.

"I'm sorry, ladies, but this table is reserved."

"For what time?" I asked.

"All the time," she smiled. "It belongs to the owners."

"Oh. Are they here?" I looked around the room as if I would know them if I saw them.

"Not yet. They don't come in every night."

"Well, we're not going to be here for longer than one drink," I began, ignoring the skeptical look Lissa sent me. "We'll just use it for the one drink, and if they show up before we're done, we'll move." I smiled.

The server hesitated, and I could tell that she was considering my proposal. Finally, she relented. "I guess that will be okay." Lissa and I scooted in the booth. "What would you ladies like?"

"We'll both have a white Russian," Lissa responded.

The server laughed. "Sorry, ladies, you won't get that here. We don't make cocktails. You can get beer, whiskey, wine, bourbon, tequila—"

"I'll have a beer please. Whatever is on tap."

Lissa sighed, clearly not happy. "White wine."

"I'll be right back." She spun around in a kind of dance-like move and rushed off.

"I'm going to kill Richard," Lissa mumbled under her breath. "This was payback for the blind date I hooked him up with."

Richard was Lissa's brother. I laughed and sat back. Those two were always pulling crap on each other. "I actually like it here." 

"You would!" she breathed out. "You like everything!"

"Relax, honey. It's not that bad. We'll have one drink and then go somewhere where we can get our groove on." 

The server returned with our drinks, dropped them off, and disappeared before we could thank her. 

"So, where do you want to go after we leave here?" I always left it up to Lissa because her mood decided where we would go for the night. I was easy and managed to make do no matter where we ended up.

"I was thinking about...ah...um...oh, my God, V, my panties just caught fire!" Lissa exclaimed in a loud whisper as something drew her attention toward the door. Suddenly her expression lightened up and a predatory gleam that I recognized filled her brown eyes. 

She had her target for the night.

Smiling at the transformation, I followed her gaze, expecting to see a Chris Hemsworth look-alike or some equally drop-dead, gorgeous hunk walk into the place. But all I saw were three huge, imposing bikers sauntering into the room, and it was hard to gauge which one Lissa had set her sights on. They were all equally mouth-watering in very different ways. Not Lissa's usual type, but I could see why they had caught her interest. 

As they walked further into the room, it was the fourth biker, the one who came in a little behind them, that caught my eye and caused a reaction in me that I hadn't expected. My heart was suddenly in my throat as sharp awareness fluttered in my belly. The man was taller than most and thick with muscle. Even with a thin t-shirt and cut on I could make out the ripple of muscles lining his torso, see how tight the sleeves fit around his defined biceps. His arms looked powerful; the length of his forearms lined with blue ropey veins. 

My eyes continued down his body, appreciating the way his faded jeans fit snugly over the bulge of his cock and around his thick thighs, ending at the big, clunky boots he had on. On the return trip back up, I couldn't help lingering on the outline of what had to be a very sizable package behind his zipper. I suddenly felt hot, and my eyes darted up his body to examine his face. 

Handsome did not begin to describe it, the disfiguring scar on his left cheek taking nothing away from his appeal. It disappeared beneath the darker stubble on his face. He had nice lips, and a slightly crooked nose. His thick, blonde hair was pulled back with a tie, exposing the corded muscles of his thick neck. I finally made my way to his eyes. 

They were dark brown...and looking directly at me.

I caught my breath, and then slowly smiled.

I knew him.
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BULL

I was a few steps behind Yogie, Jolly, and Frenchie when we entered Grinders. We had just returned from a run and had decided to stop there on the way to the clubhouse. It was late, we were thirsty, and Jolly wanted to see his girl, Trina. She was one of the dancers and was supposed to be on tonight. 

My eyes adjusted quickly to the dim interior of the bar as I walked through, taking in the crowd. I saw the usual truckers, locals, and a table full of Vegas Watchdogs drinking and watching the entertainment. A couple of the Watchdogs acknowledged me, and I responded with a chin lift. I recognized their VP, Murphy, and enforcer, Bigfoot (BF), among the six sitting at the table. BF had Polly, another of Grinders' strippers, sitting on his lap.

My eyes lit on Honey, and with a sharp nod in her direction I motioned her to meet us at our usual table. Her bright smile disappeared when she saw me, and I wondered what was up. It didn't take me long to figure out when I saw the two women who occupied our table. My gaze quickly skimmed over the gorgeous one in the red dress. She was a stunner and had the whole fucking package, but her eyes were on Frenchie and it was clear that she had set her sights on him.

I swung my eyes to her friend and snorted to myself. With the exception of her face and arms, she was covered from her neck to her feet. Her clothes were loose, but they couldn't disguise her nice tits. She had no makeup on whatsoever, but then I realized that she didn't really need any. She had the kind of beauty that was fresh and natural, and those big blue eyes of hers made me want to dive in and never come out. They were mesmerizing and looking directly at me.

Fuck. In a heartbeat I realized who she was. The very woman I had watched at Morning Glory that morning, and once again there was something else that seemed familiar about her to me but remained deep in the background of my memory. Since she worked in the same place that my uncle was living, I reasoned that I'd probably just seen her before in passing or something.

Her pretty lips curved up in a welcoming smile. She wasn't my type at all, but I found myself returning her smile. I reached the table at the same time that Honey did. 

She appeared slightly nervous. "I'm sorry, guys, I—"

"Oh! We must be at your table." The pretty blonde smiled, and then both ladies began to scoot out of the booth. "We promised the server that we'd move if you showed up. There was nowhere else for us to sit." 

"No, no, no," Frenchie said, quickly throwing himself into the booth to keep the woman in the red dress from exiting. "We insist you stay." He connected eyes with her and gave her a big, wolfish grin, which she returned.

"Well, thank you, but we were going to leave after we finished our drinks," the blonde continued, but was forced to scoot back in the booth when Yogie sat down next to her.

"No we weren't," her friend countered, keeping her eyes on Frenchie. The blonde whipped her head around to look at her friend, and it was clear by the surprise that registered on her face that this was news to her.

Jolly followed in next to Yogie, and there was no fucking way I was going to cram myself into the same booth. I grabbed an unoccupied chair from the table next to us and pulled it over in front of our table so that I could see everyone—and by “everyone,” I meant the intriguing little flower child sitting across from me. I could tell by the sparkle in her eyes that she was a free spirit. Something about her drew me in and made me want to explore it further. 

"So, what names do we call you beautiful ladies?" Frenchie started. Not for the first time I hated his fucking French accent. It drew women in like flies on shit.

"You're French!" the woman in the red dress exclaimed, her face lighting up. I bet she’d just creamed in her panties. "I love your accent! My name is Lissa, and Viola is sitting on the other side of you."

Frenchie shot Viola a quick smile but then turned right back around to Lissa. He was obvious about his intentions.

"They call me Frenchie," he flirted. "The other names that I’m called are unimportant."

When the laughter died down I spoke up. "I'm Bull. Next to Viola is Yogie and then Jolly."

"Unusual names," Viola smiled, lifting her drink. "Nice to meet you all." Her gaze flickered back to me.

"Those are our road names," Yogie explained.

"And I suppose you're not going to tell us your real names?" 

Frenchie turned back to answer Viola. "We could, but then we'd have to kill you."

Viola laughed, and I swear the husky sound of it went straight to my dick. "Parlex-vous Francais?" she surprised everyone at the table by saying.

The sound of her speaking French caused me to have an internal orgasm.

Frenchie's eyes grew round with amazement. "Oui, chere." He then proceeded to go off on a long rant in French.

Viola smiled and listened to him patiently, only responding when she was certain that he was done. "I'm sorry, Frenchie, I didn't understand a word that you said. ‘Parlex-vous Francai is the extent of my French."

Everyone burst out laughing, including Frenchie. There wasn’t an ounce of unease or embarrassment on Viola's beautiful face, where most people might become a little red-faced for giving someone the wrong impression. As her laughter died down, she looked across the table and gave me a wink. 

"Where have I seen you before?" I asked her at last.

Her smile never wavered. "In your dreams?" she teased. "You tell me."

I narrowed my eyes on her, digging into a memory that refused to surface. It was frustrating. Aside from the one time I’d seen her at Morning Glory, I just couldn't come up with anything. I shook my head. "I will when I can remember where."

Honey returned to our table with our drinks. We hadn't needed to order anything. Familiar with the Desert Rebels, she knew our orders by heart. She moved up beside me, leaning her scantily clad body into mine and drawing my interest. I glanced up. She winked, an invitation swimming in her brown eyes. I'd fucked her a few times before. She was a sweet girl, and she had a rocking body, but right now she wasn't doing anything for me. I looked across at Viola. She was observing the exchange with amusement.

After Honey finished setting our drinks down, she turned her attention to Lissa and Viola. "Anything else for you ladies?"

"Is it possible to get a bowl of popcorn?" Viola asked

Honey stared at her as if she had lost her head. "I'm sorry, honey, no popcorn. But we have nuts and pretzels."

Viola shook her head. "No thank you."

"You and your popcorn," Lissa giggled. 

Viola shrugged. "I'm hungry."

I swooped right in. "I could use a burger. You want to go someplace for food?"

Her expression sobered and her top pearly whites sank into that luscious bottom lip, tugging half of it inside her mouth. I could tell that she was thinking deeply. "Um, you're not a serial killer, are you?" 

I grinned but didn't answer her.

"She pegged you right, Brother," Yogie chortled. 

Jolly got up and left without a word. I followed him with my eyes for a minute. His girlfriend had finished her set and was exiting the stage, and apparently he had been waiting for Trina to be done. Fuck, I hoped that he didn't drag her naked ass over to our table. Jolly didn't see it, but she was a serious flirt who saw nothing wrong with flaunting her tits in the faces of the other men at the table. Normally I was all over that, but not when it was another brother's woman. 

"I'm a serial lover," I finally said.

Viola rolled her eyes and snagged Frenchie's attention by grabbing his arm. "Is he safe?"

"Depends on what you mean by safe, chere." He immediately turned away from her.

He didn't elaborate. He was obviously smitten with Lissa, as she was with him, and the two had eyes only for each other. I snorted at the slight frown growing between Viola's eyes. 

"Afraid of a little adventure?" I challenged. "I promise you'll be safe on my bike." Before the words were even out of my mouth, I asked myself what the hell was I doing. I didn't put bitches on the back of my bike. Ever. Well, apart from the one time a few years before when it had been necessary and there had been no other option. Club girls didn't even get that privilege. 

Viola’s brows rose at my offer. Her expression was mildly worried, but there was also excitement in her eyes. "I've actually been on a bike before, but it was a bad experience." 

"Maybe I can replace that memory with a good experience."

"That would be great!" It was clear that the thought of riding on my bike had decided it for her. "Lissa, do you mind if I go with Bull to get something to eat?"

Lissa didn't miss a beat. "Of course not! I'll be here when you get back."

"I'll take good care of your friend," Frenchie said in his thick accent.

Viola looked over at Yogie and smiled. "Would you like to join us?"

What the fuck? I didn't like the sound of that. I wanted Viola to myself.

His eyes shifted to me, read my look, and shook his head with a knowing grin. "Not hungry, sweetheart." He slid out of the booth so that Viola could get out.

I let my eyes take her in once she was standing in front of me. Christ, she was tiny. She was like a pretty little doll. I had to look close to see the woman behind the clothes she was drowning in. I couldn't help wondering what kind of curves she was hiding in all that fabric. She couldn't be more than five-feet-two if that. I had a foot and then some on her.

"We'll be back.” I grabbed Viola by the hand and began to lead her through the noisy room toward the door. Her hand was so small and soft inside mine, making my palm tingle.

"Slow down, Big Boy!" she laughed, pulling back. I glanced over my shoulder to see that she was practically skipping to keep up with my longer strides. Grinning, I slowed down considerably until I reached my bike.

"Wow, that's big. Have you had it long?" 

She ran her hands slowly over the seat, gas tank, and handles as if she were caressing her lover. I swallowed a groan. My bike was my baby, and an extension of me. I could practically feel those hands running over my naked body. When she was done molesting my bike, she stopped and turned back to me. 

"Got it about six months ago." I had treated myself on my thirty-fifth birthday. I still had my old Harley, too.

"I bet it's really powerful."

"Climb on behind me and you'll find out." 

For the first time Viola hesitated and looked down at her long skirt. "I forgot that I was wearing a skirt."

I laughed. "No problem, Sprite, as long as you keep it away from the back wheel and pipes. Those can get fucking hot. Just hike it up and climb on."

"’Sprite?’" She lifted a brow.

"You're so fucking tiny."

She giggled and pulled her skirt up. "Is that my road name?" By the time she was done gathering her skirt, she had yards of fabric in her arms, exposing her shapely legs from the thighs down. 

With my help she got settled behind me, her little body up close to mine, her bare legs against my jean-covered calves. I turned my head to peer at her over my shoulder. "Tuck your skirt between us so that it doesn't fly loose, then wrap your arms around me and hold on tight. Lean into the turns with me, and for fuck’s sake, keep your legs away from the pipes. Rest your feet on those bars."

"How to ride a bike 101," she joked. "I think I got it."

I wasn't satisfied with the strength of her hold on me and reached down. I took her hands and pulled her arms tighter around me, which in turn brought her even closer to my body. "Hold on tight, Sprite, there's a little kick when I take off."

"Okay, I'm ready."

She wiggled closer against me as if she wanted my body to absorb hers. I clenched my teeth when her warm breath blew against my ear. She wasn't even my type, so I couldn't understand why I was wasting my time with her except that there was something about her. 

Something I couldn’t resist.

Something that made me want to know more about her.
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VIOLA

I could barely get my arms around Bull he was so big, and it was all muscle. His torso was solid, and beneath my hands I could clearly feel the outline of his hard abs. Against my softer thighs were his thick, powerful thighs and legs. My nose was buried in his thick hair and a subtle scent of leather, sweat, and man tickled my senses. 

I inhaled deeply. 

No overpowering cologne.

It was just his essence. 

I had no idea where he was taking me, but the ride was exhilarating. I loved the feel of the wind against us, of flying down the road with the darkened sky and stars above us. My one and only bike ride before this I had been so scared that I hadn't taken time to appreciate it. After the confrontation between the Knights and the Desert Rebels I had ridden behind Bull for the ten minutes it took to reach their clubhouse. I still could not believe that he hadn’t recognized me yet.

By the time Bull pulled into a diner my hair was a mess, but I didn't care. I felt invigorated, and with his help I managed to dismount. "That was fantastic! Much better than that other ride." I let my skirt drop and gave it a shake so that it settled evenly around my ankles.

"They didn't go over 101 with you?"

I shook my head. "No. It was an unexpected ride and not very pleasurable." I paused and stared at him, willing him to remember me. I knew that I should just come out and tell him, but it was more fun this way. "I've been here before. I love their spinach salads."

"Well, you can have that rabbit food, but I want a burger."

He took me by the hand and we went inside. I marveled at how big his hand was wrapped around mine. He could easily crush my bones if he wanted to. 

It was a seat yourself kind of place, and we ended up at a table against the wall. Bull directed me to a chair before taking one where he was facing the door. The waitress immediately came over with a pen and pad in her hand. I had never seen her before, so she must have been hired since the last time I'd been there.

"The usual, honey?" she asked Bull. 

"Sounds good," he replied, giving her an ear-to-ear grin.

"What's the usual?" I asked.

"Double burger with the works, fries, and a beer." The waitress rattled it off from memory, clearly proud of herself. "Coconut pie for dessert." She gave Bull a flirtatious wink.

"Wow, that's a lot of food, Big Guy."

"He is a big boy," the waitress smiled. "Do you need a minute?" she asked me.

I shook my head. "I'll have what he's having."

Bull snorted. "Thought you wanted the spinach salad."

"I said I liked it, but tonight I feel like meat." 

The waitress took off.

"And you're going to eat all that?" he asked in amusement, his eyes roaming over me. 

His look made me realize that my hair was probably a mess. I reached up and began to undo my ruined braid. "When I'm hungry I can eat." I ran my fingers through my hair until it was loose and hanging around my head. "I'm not shy, Bull." I sat back. "So, have you figured out where you've seen me before?"

"At Morning Glory," he said without hesitation. "But there's somewhere else I just can't put my fucking finger on."

It bothered him that he couldn’t figure it out, I could tell. I stared at him with amazement. "I work at Morning Glory, but I don't recall seeing you there. I'd remember you." I could tell that this pleased him.

"I have a relative there on the first floor."

"Oh." I suddenly felt bad for Bull. The folks on the first floor were under care twenty-four-seven, and unable to live on their own. Morning Glory was mainly an assisted living facility staffed with nurses, maintenance workers, and housekeeping, but the first floor was reserved for those who needed round-the-clock care. "I'm sorry to hear that."

He nodded. "Uncle Tom is the only family I have left. He helped my mother raise me."

"And you're taking care of him."

He ran his hand over the bottom half of his whiskered face. "As best I can. He was able to live in an assisted living apartment until his heart attack. Seems he's been going downhill since then."

I reached across the table and put my hand over his. "Unfortunately, that happens sometimes with the elderly. He's lucky to have you." I made a mental note to seek his uncle out the next time I worked. 

"I'm lucky to have him." 

I found his crooked grin a turn-on, and I scolded myself for letting my libido get out of hand. The waitress showed up with our beers, and I noticed that a couple more buttons had been undone on her uniform. I watched Bull to see if he noticed, and just as I’d expected, his eyes dropped from her smiling face to the deep cleavage she had on display. When she bent over to set his beer down her boobs practically popped out of her top. 

I rolled my eyes internally and brushed off the mild unexpected jealousy I felt. The man was not even my type, but then my type hadn’t been working out for me so well lately. The waitress moved to set my beer down, all the while keeping her eyes on Bull.

"Thanks for the beer," I said, because I’d been taught to be polite. "And the view."

Bull had just taken a drink and practically snorted out his first mouthful. The woman's smile dropped and her head snapped my way. Our eyes met as she straightened up. I kept the friendly smile on my face, undaunted by the sharpness
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